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The Friday Night Before Christmas 


Author's Notes: 

This fic is set in an AU inspired by punk/pastel and florist/tattoo artist tropes, where Slash runs a reptile 
shop, Duff just opened a bakery across the street, Axl and Izzy have a real estate office down the block, and 
Steven's bar is hosting a neighborhood holiday party. For more on this AU (titled ‘Cliches’ in my masterlist) 
check out my tumblr @sodalitefully! 


II:30AM, The Friday Before Christmas: 


There was always a lull in customers between the breakfast and lunch rushes, but instead of taking a well- 
deserved break, Duff was used to finding ways to keep himself busy, starting by wiping down the few tables 
he managed to fit inside his tiny store. Damp rag in hand, he paused at one of the tables to check on the 
napkin dispenser and of course it was that moment, bent over to reach the dispenser by the wall, his ass in 
the air and his back to the door, when the bell over the entrance jingled. He spun around at the sound, 
whacking a table leg with his shin, and instinctively braced himself against the chair behind him when he saw 
Slash standing in the doorway. 


Slash had.. a presence, you could say, an aura about him that always seemed to hit Duff like a freight train. It 
must be the hair and the bulky black leathers, Duff decided, making Slash seem bigger than he really is and 
absorbing all the light in a room so that Duff's eyes were always drawn straight to him. Sunglasses hid his 
eyes (did he really need them just to cross the street to Duff's bakery?) and his lips were pressed together, 
but they softened into a tiny smile when he looked at Duff. 


"Slash! Hil" Duff squeaked, then cleared his throat and hoped he wasn't visibly blushing from embarrassment as 
he scrambled back to safety behind the cash register. Slash followed right behind him, stopping in front of the 
register with his fingers resting on the edge of the counter. Duff couldn't stand watching his own reflection in 


Slash's glasses, so his eyes wandered as he continued. 
"Uh, what can | do for you?" he stammered, staring down at Slash's silver rings. 


"Mm, | just thought I'd drop by and check that you're still planning to come to Steven's Christmas party 
tonight." 


"Oh! Yeah, of course. | am. Uh, lim looking forward to it" 


"Good" Slash shuffled his feet, a gesture that would have seemed more nervous if not for the pleased little 
smirk on his lips. "Ill see you there, then" Slash took a step back as if to leave, then paused and leaned back in 


"Duff?" The baker froze in mortification when Slash pointed a finger up at the red and green elf hat that Duff 


completely forgot he was wearing. "Bring that." 


SRE EEK 


6:00PM, Steven Should Really Be Decorating The Bar Right Now: 
"Nah, I'm not going to go as hard this year." 
Steven snorted in disbelief. 


"Yeah right, Slash. Like how last year you said you were gonna take it easy but you ended up jumping off the 
roof? Or the year before, when you had a flight to catch the next morning but you still challenged Axl to a 


drinking contest, and then as soon as you beat him you turned around and challenged Izzy?" 


Slash grimaced. Steven always tended bar for the first couple hours of the party and was therefore the last 
one to get drunk, which meant that he had dirt on everybody, Slash resisted the urge to argue that the roof 
was only seven feet high, and he'd landed on his feet without even spraining anything - it was nothing Steven 
hadn't heard before. 


"No, seriously.” Slash lowered his voice a little and leaned across the bar, even though absolutely nobody was 
listening in on their conversation. "..| really don't want to embarrass myself in front of Duff. It's his first party 


with us, you know? He hasn't seen me drunk off my ass yet and | don't want to, well, scare him off." 


Steven nodded sympathetically, but mentally he was weighing the odds. It was true that Duff was a timid sort, 
and Steven knew all about Slash's massive crush on his neighbor. But he also knew that Slash had been going 
steady with Jack Daniels for way longer than he's been hung up on Duff. Could Slash make it through a holiday 
party without getting wasted? Not a fuckin’ chance. 


FEKK 


1:30PM, Time (And Liquor) Makes Fools Of Us All: 


Duff stepped foot in the building all of two seconds ago and already Slash was latched onto his arm and 
dragging him to the bar. 


"Stevie, Duff's herel" The party officially started at nine, but Duff suspected that Slash may have gotten a 
head start on the bottle of whiskey clenched in his fist, if his uncharacteristically cheery demeanor was 


anything to go by. 
"Pick your poison, buddy," Steven invited with a knowing smirk. 


"Uh, | don't know, something with vodka..2" 
Duff was very preoccupied by the warm leather of Slash's sleeve pressing against his side and the barest 
brush of his frizzy hair against Duff's neck, but Steven sure got his attention when he slid an unopened bottle 


of Smirnoff across the bar. 


FEKE 


10:30PM, Santa's Helpers Are Bringing Down The Neighborhood's Property Value: 


Every year, Axl and Izzy responded to their invitation with humming and hawing, as if they just might not be 
able to make it to the party this time, and every year (fashionably late, of course), Axl strutted into the bar 
like he owned it and Izzy slunk in behind him like a party crasher trying not to get caught. 


Axl was more than ready to get his hands on a stiff drink, but the scene in front of him stopped him in his 
tracks: Slash and Duff, wearing an antler headband and an elf hat (respectively), equipped with window markers 
that Axl could only assume Steven had provided, were well on their way to turning the front window into a 
mural of lewd and filthy doodles. When they finished, it would surely be a masterpiece to rival the Sistine 


Chapel, or maybe an issue of Hustler. 


"Jesus Christ." 


It was only 10:30, did they really have to get such an early start on the shenanigans? Duff blushed red at 
Axls resigned exasperation, but it didn't stop him from completing a crude drawing of a dick. The tiny bells on 
Slash's headband jingled as he just laughed and added nipples to an (actually quite impressive) portrait of a 
shirtless woman. Fucking hell. At least they weren't breaking anything.. Yet: 


FEKE 


12:00PM, Good Fucking Luck Getting A Turn At The Karaoke Machine: 


‘Oh, Nkifa, you will never know, never know anything about my home. Hl never know how good it feels to hold you.. 
Nkifa, | need you so." 


As he sang the last words of the song, Axl spotted Izzy slipping away from the karaoke stage, ducking his head 
to hide the pink flush on his cheeks as he hurried back to the bar. Axl just smirked; Izzy always got 
embarrassed when Axl serenaded him in public, but he'd be back for more soon enough. Axl thought about 
following him, thought about getting Izzy even more flustered then dragging him to the restroom for a little 


fun like they did last year.. But there'd be time for that later. For now, Axl wasn't about to give up his reign 
as the undisputed Karaoke King. 


Duff was sitting at the edge of a booth next to the karaoke machine, absentmindedly sucking on a cigarette 
and watching Axl pace the tiny stage like a caged animal ready to snap at anyone who tries to stick their hand 
through the bars, when Slash snuck up behind him with three beers balanced precariously in his hands. 


‘Watch this" Slash stage whispered conspiringly as he handed one beer to Duff and then slid the second over 
to Axl. "Taking requests tonight, Ax?" 


Axl sipped his drink and quirked his eyebrow at Slash. "Maybe." 

"Well, Duff says he wants to hear some Nazareth." 

| said what?" Duff spluttered, narrowly avoiding choking on his beer, but Slash just elbowed him in the ribs. 
"Shut up dude, it's about to get good!" 


Axl rolled his eyes at Slash's bullshit but he jabbed a song into the karaoke machine and twisted the dial on the 


speaker. 


"Gonna need some volume on this one...” 


As the intro to a familiar song started to play, Slash wrapped an arm around Duff's shoulders in apology. Duff 
leaned into the touch, and any remaining indignation he might have felt vanished as soon as Axl opened his 


mouth and started to scream. 


"Youre a heart-breaking soul shaker, Ive been fold about you.." 


"Shit, Axl can fuckin’ sing!" Duff whisper-shouted into Slash's hair. Slash laughed, a sound that Duff had been 
graced with more times in this one night than all the rest of their acquaintance. He leaned up to put his lips 


by Duff's ear. 
"| dare you to request All | Want For Christmas Is You next!" 


3 EEK 


1:00PM, 0 Tannenbaum: 
"Hey, what are you guys doing to my - OH. Oh my god!" 


A patch of branches on Steven's Christmas tree was stripped bare of it's dressings, but Steven couldn't bring 


himself to stay angry about the vandalism when he saw how the decorations had been repurposed. 


Slash sat cross-legged in front of the tree, very patiently doing his best to keep any drunken swaying to a 
minimum as Duff carefully wound a popcorn garland around his shoulders like a feather boa. Slash's hair was 
sprinkled in gold tinsel, a pair of glass baubles dangles from his hoop earrings, and at least a half dozen more 


glass and paper ornaments were lovingly nestled in his voluminous curls. 
Steven sprinted for the camera. 


FKE 


3:00AM, Come Here Often?: 


Slash couldn't actually remember where he and Duff were trying to get, but it was clear that Duff was having 
a hard time getting there without swaying and stumbling. Duff was leaning heavily on Slash's shoulder to stay 
upright - even though Slash wasn't doing much better himself. 


"Oof!" Duff tripped on something (likely as not his own feet) and tumbled to the side, where he was fortunate 
enough to land on a sticky leather couch instead of falling all the way to the floor. His arm was still wrapped 

around Slash's shoulders, which meant that Slash was also yanked off his feet and dragged by the neck onto 

the couch where he landed gracelessly on top of Duff. 


"Shit, sorry -" Duff wheezed, sounding like he might have had the breath knocked out of him. 
"S'fine, fine.. You ok sweetheart?" Slash's pet-name filter had disengaged completely a couple hours ago. 
"Yeah, lemme just.. hold on..." 


Getting up from the couch seemed like too tall an order, but after some squirming and fumbling they managed 
amore comfortable position: Duff lay on his back with his knees hooked over the armrest and his hair splayed 
around his head like a wreath on the cracked seat cushion. Slash was draped on top of him, his forearms on 


either side of Duff's head and his thigh conspicuously dipping between Duff's legs. 


Duff suddenly felt a lot more sober as he stared straight up at Slash's dark eyes. Slash's hair fell like a 
curtain around their faces, and the slivers of light that pierced the veil left a gleam in Slash's eyes that Duff 
couldn't quite read. He was nervous as hell, but for once he relished the feeling, that intoxicating cocktail of 


terror, anticipation, and arousal. 


"Duff?" Slash's fingertips wove into Duff's hair, the gentlest touch but still enough to hold Duff's head in place, 


not that he ever wanted to move. 


"Yeah?" Duff was surprised by the thickness of the want in his voice, a low, heavy tone that resonated in the 


small space between them. 


One moment Duff could feel Slash's warm breath on his cheeks, the next he could feel his hot lips, then his 


tongue when Duff's mouth fell open, in surprise or invitation he didn't know or care. 
Duff couldn't say how long they lay tangled together, Slash's body pinning him down, his hands buried in Slash's 
curls, gasping for air when Slash finally broke their heated first kiss. They each cought their breath and 


stared at each other's wet lips, neither sure what to say except: 


"Again." 


